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&mmra 


Be  not  thy  drum-beats  heard  around  the 
world. 

A  mightier  mission  hath  been  given  thee 

Than  war  or  spoils,  conquest  or  colony. 

Only  for  peace  be  thy  great  flag  unfurled,. 

In  freedom’s  cause  be  thy  just  thunders 
hurled, 

That  to  all  nations  thy  sure  gospel  be 

In  paths  of  peace  to  teach  men  to  be  free — 

The  harvest-homed,  the  peace-pipe’s  smoke 
upcurled. 

.Firm  as  thy  hills,  free  as  thy  plains,  prove 

1  thou 

;The  might  of  right  in  panoply  of  peace, 

That  those  who  toil,  free  from  greed  and 
hate 

And  armed  wrong,  reap  surely  what  they 
plow. 

So  shalt  thou  speed  the  day  when  war  shall 
cease, 

And  be  of  nations  greatest  of  the  great. 


ffiulu?  (gpnrgr :  a  remimarpnre 


Adown  the  golden  haze,  with  noiseless  oar, 

Silent  we  loitered,  as  it  were  to  join 

The  silent  symphony  of  heaven  and  earth, — 

Of  sea  that  seemed  no  sea,  but  golden  calm, 

Of  shore  that  seemed  no  shore,  but  golden 
dream, 

Of  air,  that  seemed  no  air,  but  golden 
hush,— 

All  golden,  as  in  the  golden  mood  of  youth, 

Each  held  with  each,  in  unvoiced  sympathy, 

The  sweet  commune  of  friends,  and  came 
to  know 

The  golden  speech  of  silence. 

Into  Fairyland — 

Nay,  into  Christland  —  so  we  came,  and 
seemed 

To  near1  the  Golden  City,  where  is  Peace. 

Camp  Manhattan 
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Was  it  a  year  ago,  dear  friends,  a  year? 
Have  we  so  long  been  truants  from  our 
home  ? 

[  cannot  think  it.  All  things  are  the  same. 
.Untouched  by  time,  the  purple  mountains 
loom. 

The  changing  clouds  flit  changeless  o’er  the 
sky. 

Here  are  the  self-same  ripples  on  the  lake — 
The  very  leaves  of  the  trees  nod  as  old 
friends. 

[  lie  and  dream  old  dreams  upon  the  shore, 
\nd  hear  familiar  voices  of  old  days. 

[t  cannot  be  that  far  away  a  year 
We’ve  known  the  streets  of  cities,  jostled 
men, 

Found  only  the  sad  solitude  of  crowds, 
Bargained  and  bought  and  sold,  learned  and 
forgot. 

—Nay,  yesternight  we  dwelt  here,  and  have 
slept. 

Dr  is  it,  friends,  a  parable  of  Heaven, 

That  Heaven  the  golden-visioned  poets 
dream, 

Whereto  returning,  in  the  eternal  round 
Df  birth  and  death,  our  petty  life  shall  seem 
Scarcely  the  dreamy  interval  of  a  night, 
\nd  we,  the  home  of  ages  reached  again, 
Rest,  heart-content  in  well-remembered  bliss. 

Camp  Manhattan 
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Gtynmas  a  Skmpia :  Ip  imitation? 


Turn  with  me  from  the  city’s  clamorous 
street, 

Where  throng  and  push  passions  and 
lusts  and  hate, 

And  enter,  through  this  age-browned, 
ivied  gate, 

For  many  summers’  birds  a  sure  retreat, 

The  place  of  perfect  peace.  And  here,  most 
meet 

For  meditation,  where  no  idle  prate 

Of  the  world’s  ways  may  come,  rest  thee 
and  wait. 

’Tis  very  quiet.  Thus  doth  still  Heaven 


entreat. 


With  rev’rent  feet,  his  face  so  worn,  so 
fair, 

Walks  one  who  bears  the  cross,  who  j 
waits  the  crown. 

Tumult  is  past.  In  those  calm  eyes  I  see 

The  image  of  the  Master,  Christ,  alone. 

And  from  those  patient  lips  I  hear  one 
prayer : 

'Dear  Lord,  dear  Lord,  that  I  may  be 
like  Thee!” 
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This  Master  of  the  masques — what  mask 
wears  he? 

Is ’t  comedy  or  tragedy  it  tells  ? 

Through  Vanity  Fair  the  showman  clangs 
his  bells, 

Smiles  tho’  his  own  heart  bleeds,  and  trolls 
his  glee. 

“The  world’s  a  looking-glass — ourselves 
we  see. 

“The  mimic  page  Vice  struts,  and  Folly 
swells. 

|“The  puppets  toil,  hope,  scheme,  laugh, 
love.  Here  dwells 

■“Wealth,  Fashion,  Fate.  Gentles,  crave 
charity !” 

The  curtain  drops.  The  play  ends.  Doff 
the  mask, 

Kind  face  that’s  anything  but  gay.  The  pen 

Let  fall  that  never  writ  a  lie.  Welcome 

The  morrow.  School  is  o’er.  Come,  let 
us  ask 

God’s  blessing  on  all  honest  boys ;  to  men 

Of  gentle  will,  be  peace  on  earth  !  “Adsam!” 


ifltrdtgtjt  attfr  auumltgljt 


The  crackling  campfire  tossed  aloft 
Its  changing  pyramid  of  fire. 

While  in  its  glare  we  sat  and  sang 
Of  mirth,  and  wine,  and  love's  desire. 

Deep  in  the  dimness  of  the  woods 
Triumphed  the  firelight's  witchery. 

Whereto  the  shadowy  Dryads  danced 
Their  varying  maze  of  mystery. 

Above  the  hills  the  patient  moon 

Sent  down  her  heavenly  light  unheeded: 

We  talked  and  quaffed  and  sang  and  laughed, 
Thoughtless,  but  earth  gave  all  we  needed. 

But  soon  the  flames  were  flickering  low, 

And  by  the  ashes  we  were  sitting ; 

So  in  the  wood's  long  depths  we  saw 
No  more  the  ruddy  firelight  flitting. 

But  the  sweet  silver  of  the  moon, 

Transfiguring  them  to  aisles  long-riven, 

And  on  the  lake  her  peaceful  beams — 

A  glory-paved  path  to  heaven. 

So  fell  away  the  earthclod  scales  of  sense, 
Forgot  the  fleshly  passion-flare, 

And  with  uplifted  eyes,  aspirant  souls, 

Our  gaze  became  a  prayer. 

Camp  Manhattan 
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LUX  BENIGNA 

“Let  there  be  light,”  flashed  the  Creator’s 
word, 

And  lo!  the  vibrant  Vast  with  life  was 
stirred, 

Till  last  came  Man.  And  Man  is  most 
divine 

As  he,  with  spark  of  genius,  makes  to  shine 
Smiting  the  dark  to  life,  a  living  light 
That  into  day  redeems  the  human  night. 

FAMA  ETERNA 

Blest  is  the  man  who  for  his  country  dies, 
Twice  blessed  he  who  lives  to  serve 
mankind, 

Thrice  blessed  he  who  in  life’s  little  hour, 
Searching  God’s  treasure-house  with  lucent 
eyes, 

A  lamp  for  all  men  and  all  times  may  find, 
And  thrill  the  world  with  light  and  heat 
and  power. 

These  lines  in  honor  of  Mr.  Edison  were  composed  for 
the  birthday  dinner  to  him,  1904,  in  commemoration  of  the 
25th  anniversary  of  his  invention  of  the  incandescent  lamp, 
and  were  printed  on  the  menu  card.  They  were  never 
written,  but  were  transmitted  from  thought  to  type  through 
a  phonograph  record,  _  from  which  the  compositor  put  the 
spoken  words  into  print,  and  proof  was  read  through  the 
telephone — all  inventions  of  Mr.  Edison  or  in  which  he 
participated.  They  proved  useful  in  the  copyright  campaign 
culminating  in  the  copyright  act  of  1910,  as  evidence  for  the 
recognition  of  copyright  in  phonograph  records. 


A  anttg  nf  ups!h 

Fly  home,  O  swift  of  wing,  fly  home ! 

The  fair,  green  forest  buds  and  blooms  for 
thee, 

The  fair,  green  forest  where  thy  mate  shall 
be, — 

On  wings  of  song,  fly  home,  fly  home! 

Fly  home,  O  sure  of  heart,  fly  home! 

A  fond,  fond  heart  it  waits  and  longs  for 
thee, 

A  fond,  fond  heart  fore’er  thy  nest  shall 
be, — 

On  wings  of  love,  fly  home,  fly  home! 


ICiroe,  (Unttlj,  iCtfe 

O  child  of  God,  take  heart — 

No  ill  thy  soul  shall  see! 

Thou  canst  not  live  apart — 

His  Love  enfoldeth  thee 

Through  all  eternity. 

O  child  of  God,  be  true — 

That  Error  from  thee  flee! 

Thought,  word  and  deed  all  through, 
His  Truth  embold’neth  thee 

For  all  eternity. 

O  child  of  God,  let  life 
Bless  thee  abundantly! 

Whatever  be  thy  strife, 

His  Life  upholdeth  thee. 

Now  is  eternity! 

Amen !  Amen ! 


©nil  tffwt  tin  wnrf 


Toll  for  the  dead,  toll,  toll! 

No,  no !  Ring  out  ye  bells,  ring  out  and 
shout, 

For  they  the  pearly  gates  have  entered  in 
And  they  no  more  shall  sin — 

Ring  out,  ye  bells,  ring,  ring! 

Toll  for  the  living,  toll! 

No,  no !  Ring  out  ye  bells,  ring  out  and 
shout, 

For  they  do  His  work  tho’  midst  toil  and 
din, 

They,  too,  the  goal  shall  win — 

Ring  out,  ye  bells,  ring,  ring! 

Toll  for  the  coming,  toll ! 

No,  no !  Ring  out  ye  bells,  ring  out  and 
shout, 

For  it  is  theirs  to  conquer,  theirs  to  win 
The  final  entering  in, — 

Ring  out,  ye  bells,  ring,  ring! 

Toll  then  no  more,  ye  bells! 

No,  no !  Ring  out  ye  bells,  ring  out  and 
shout : 

The  Was,  the  Is,  the  Shall  Be,  and  a1!  men 
Are  in  His  hand!  Amen! 

Ring  out,  ye  bells,  ring,  ring! 


3fotr  attb  Sbatlj :  an  Arab  legpnb 


The  Spirit  of  the  Plague  entered  the  city’s 
gate, 

One,  watching,  said  “How  many  wilt  thou 
slay?” 

“A  thousand,”  spake  the  Spirit,  “is  my 
quest.” 

The  Plague  made  end.  The  Spirit  left  the 
gate, 

The  watcher  cried:  “Ten  thousand  didst 
thou  slay.” 

“Nay,  one,”  the  Spirit  said,  “Fear  killed  the 
rest.” 


3ffuu0  rarmtat  npue 


“The  end  shall  crown  the  work” 
Ah,  who  shall  tell  the  end ! 

It  is  a  woesome  way, 

And  clouds  portend. 

The  work  is  all  we  know — 
Enough  for  our  faint  sight. 
The  end  God  knows.  Press  on! 
The  crown — is  light. 


lEtmtal  lift 


I  saw  Life  coming  toward  me — then  she 
passed 

With  smile  supernal. 

Men,  looking  after,  said,  “Lo,  Death  !” — 
but  I, 

“Lo,  Life  eternal !” 


